Wheels and Butterflies

all is in confusion* I divine an Irish hatred of
abstraction likewise expressed by that fable of
Gulliver among the inventors and men of science,
by Berkeley in his Commonplace Bookt by Goldsmith
in the satire of Ike Good-Natured Man, in the
picturesque, minute observation of Tie Deserted
Village, and by Burke in his attack upon mathe-
matical democracy. Swift enforced his moral by
proving that Rome and Greece were destroyed by
the war of the Many upon the Few ; in Rome,
where the Few had kept their class organisation, it
was a war of classes, in Greece, where they had not,
war upon character and genius. Miltiades, Aris-
tides, Themistocles, Pericles, Alcibiades, Phocion,
* impeached for high crimes and misdemeanours
. . . were honoured and lamented by their country
as the preservers of it, and have had the veneration
of all ages since paid justly to their memories/ In
Rome parties so developed that men born and bred
among the Few were compelled to join one party
or the other and to flatter and bribe. All civilisa-
tions must end in some such way, for the Many
obsessed by emotion create a multitude of religious
sects but give themselves at last to some one master
of bribes and flatteries and sink into the ignoble
tranquillity of servitude. He defines a tyranny as
the predominance of the One, the Few, or the
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